








The eententimfif (matte Houfet, 

Cacfe, The Dyke of Yorkc, nay I lejirnt it my felfc. 

For looke you, Roger Mortimer the Earle of Match, 

Married the Duke of Glajrence daughter, 

Staf. Well, that's true : But what then i 
Cade. And by her he had two children at a birth, 

5t4/. That's falfe. 

C>(de. I, but I fay tis true. 

Why then, tis true. 

And one of them was ftoine away by a bcgger-woBitin 
And that was my father, and I am his fonne, ^ 

Deny it and you can. 

Nicke. Nay looke you, I know was true j 
For his father built a chimney in my fathers houfe. 

And the brickes are aliue at this day to teftifye it. 

Cade. But doeft thou heare Stafford, tell the King, that for bis 
fathers fake, in vvhofe time boyes playde at fpan-couoter with 
French Crownes, I am content that he (hall be King as long as 
he hues : marry alwaies prouided,Ile be Prote^or oyer him, 
Staf. O monftrous fimplicity. 

Cade, And tell him, wee'll haue the Lord Sajet head, and the 
Duke ofSomerfets, for deliuering vp the Dukedpmes of Miij 
and Mayne, and felling the Townes in France: by which means 
England hath bene maim’d eucr (ince,and gone as it were with a 
crutch, but that my puilTance held it vp. And belides, they can 
(peakc French, and therefore they are Traitors. 

Staf. As how I prethce ? 

Cade. Why the Frenchmen arc our enemies, be they not? 
And then can he that fpeakes with the tongue of an enemy be a 
good fubieft ? Anfwcrc me to that. 

Staf. Well firra, wilt thou yeeld thy felfe vnto the Kings mer* 
cy,and he wil pardon thee and thefe, their outrages and rebelli* 
ous deeds? 

Nay, bid the King come to me andhe will, arid thenllc 
pardon him, or otherwaies ilehauehis Crowne tell bim> b 


Shall 



Staf. Go Herald, proclaitne in all the Kings To,wn«» 
That thofc that will fdrfi^e the Rebell Cad^ 


TorkeandLancafler. 

Shall ba»= ft« pardon from his MaioRy^^,^ s,.giri«ih U ««. 
Cade. Come firs.S.Georgc for vs and Kent. Exit omnes. 

jilarmes to the battelL where Jtr Eamfrey Stafford and his brother 
are both fam. Then enters I acke Cade 
againe, and the refl. 

Cade, Sir Dicke Butcher, thou haft ifought to day moft vali- 
antly, and knockt them down asif thou hadft bin in thy flaugh- 
ter-houfe,andthusI will rewardthcc : The Lent (Iiallbeeas 
long agahic as it was, and thou (halt haue licenfc to kilfor four- 
fcorcand one a weeke.Drum ftrike vf ,tfor now wcel march to 
London, and tomorrow I mean to (it in the Kings (cat at Weft- 
minftcr. Exitomnet 

JSnter the King reading of a Letter y and the ^^^ene with the . 

Dnkf ofSnffolkes head, and the Lord Say^ 
with others. 

King. Sir Fiamphrey Stafford and his brother is (laine, 

And the Rebels march amaine to London. 

Go backe to them, and tell them thus from me, 
lie come and parley with their Generali. 

Yet ftay,Ile rcadc the Letter once againe ; , 

Lord Say, lacke Cade hath folemttly vow’d to haue thy head. 
Si*}', I,but I hope your highneCTe (hall haue ms. 

How now Madam, ftill lamenting al^ mourning for 
Suffolkes death ? I fcare my Louc if I had bin dead,thou woldft 
not haue mourn’d fo much for me. *, 

j^». No my louc,I (hoold not mournc, but dye for thee. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. Oh flye my Lord, the Rebels are entred Southwarke, 

And haue almoft wonne the Bridge, 

Calling your Grace an vfurper : 

And that monftrous Rcbell Cade, hath fwornc 
T o crowne himfelfc King in Weftminfter, 

Therefore flye my Lord,and poft toKillingworih, 

Kmg. Go bid Buckingham and Clifford, gather 
An army vp, and meete with the Rebels. • 
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